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The Publiſher 


TO FRE, 


READLE KR. 


Eeting accidentally mith this Poem in 
Manuſcript, and bemg informed 


that it was a Piece of the incomparable 
Mr. AC's, 1 thought it unjuſt to hide 
ſuch a Treaſure from the World, I r:= 
member d that our Author in his Preface to 
his Works , makes mention of ſume Poems 
mritten by him on the late Civil War , of 
mhich the following Copy 15 garſtionably a 
4» part. In his moſe imperfett and unfinſh'd 


PieCCcs, you will diſcover the Hand of ſogreat 
a 


The Publiſher to the Reader. 
a Maſter. And (poatever his own Modeſty 
might have adviſed to the contrary) there is not 
one careleſs ſtroke of 1s but what ſhould be kept 
ſacred to Poſterny. He could mwrite nothing 
that was not worth the arſeromg, being ha= 
bitually a Poet and Always Inſpired. Þ 
this Piece the Fudicious Reader will find the 
Turn of the Verſe to be his; the fame Copt= 
ous and Lively Imagery of Fancy , the ſame 
Warmth of Paſſion and Delicacy of Wit that 
ſparkles m all his Writings. And certainly 
no Labours of a Genius ſo Rich mn its ſelf, and 
ſo Cultivated mith Learning and Manners, 


can prove an unpelcome Preſent to the, 


World. 


ty 

Ot | 

pr POEM 
£4 | On the late 

1 


» CIVIL WAR. 


Hat Rage does England from- it ow 


M8 D divide, 

'P Bl More than the Scas from all che 
FB Wofld beſide. 

al 


From every part the roaring; Can- 
U; nons play, | 

1d From every part Blood roars as loud as they. 

Whar English Ground but Kill ſome Moiſture bears, 
Of Young Mens Blood,and more of Mothers Teary 
® What Airs unthickened with the Sighs of Wn cs, 


Tho' morc of Maids for their dear Loyers Lives. 
B Alas, 


'S, 


he 


SL Rs 


CS 
Alas, what Triumphs can this Victory ſkew, 
That dies us Red in Blood and Bluſkcs too ! 
How can " wiſh that Conqueld, which bettows 
Cypreſs, not Bays, uponthe Conquering Brows , 


It was not ſo when Henry's dreadiul Name, 


wofdl, ihr Caflc, wha 
b-7 Wy oY dk his ft 
;Nardidhis Glory ferbut with the Sun. 
In vain did Roderic to his Hold retreat , 

In vain kad wretched Ireland call'd him Great, 
Ireland ! which now-'moſt baſely we. begin. Yb 
To liboit more toloſe than hs ro win, © 
It wasnot ſo when in the happy Eaſt ,/ | 
Richard our Mars , Vents's Ile polleſt: | 
'Gainſt the proud Moon he the&ng/ie#Crofsdifplay'd, 
Ecdips'd one Horn, and the orher paker made. 
Whcnour dearLiyes we yentured brayel y there, 
Anddigg'd our own to gain Chriſts Sepulchre. 


$1t10NS OV CIEAIMEr», 
# Þ 4 
Conqueſts run, 1. _.- 


O 


That 


C p)/ 
Thar facrcd/Fomb whicly ſhalt wonow: crijey, '/ / 
We ſhould with as. much zeal fight: to:deftroy;.:: : 
The precious Signs of our dead Lord weſcarn ,.) 
And ſce his Croſs worſe than his-Body torn, 


We hate it now-both for the Greekand: Few , 


To us 'tis Foliſhneſs,gnd Scandal te. 

To what with wy the fond Papilt falls, 

Thar the fond Zealot acurſed Idol calls. 

So, 'twixt their double Madneſs here's theladds, / 

One makes falſe Devils, rother makes falſe Goads.'/! 
It was not ſo when Edward proved'hus Caule; i! | 

By a Sword ſtrongerchan the Saligue Laws: (fight, 

Tho -ferched from Pharamond , when the French did 

Wich Womens Hears againſtthe Womens Right. 

The afflicted Ocean his firſt Conqueſt bore, 

And drove Red VVayes tothelad Gallique Shorct | 

As# ſhe: had Angry wihthatElement been , 


VVhuch his wide Soul bound with an Mland an. -. ' 
B 2 VVhere's 


4 
Where's: now' that ſpirit with whuch at Creſey we, 
And Poiftiers forced from: fate a Victory ? 
Two: Kings at once we brought fad Captiveshome, 


A Trumph'ſcarcdly known to ancient Rome ; 
Two Forcigh Kings, but now alas we ſtriye, 


Ourown, our own good Soygxatgn to Captive! 


It was/not ſo when Ag: a was won, 

Under great Hezry ſcryed the Rain and Sun, 
A Nobler Fight the Sun hunſelt ne'r knew, 
Noe when he ſtop'd his Courſe a Fight to view! 
Then Death's old Archer did more skiltul grow, 
. And earned to ſhoot more furc from th” English bow; 
"Then: France was her own ſtory-fadly taught, 
And felt how Ceſer and how Edward fought. 

- It was not ſo when that vaſt Flect of Sparn, 
Lay:torh and ſcarter'd on the Englich Main; 
Through the proud World, a Virgin, terror ſtrook, 


The 4uftrian Crowns and Rome's ſeycn ulls he ſhook: 
* To 


' . (GFP 
To her great Neptune Homaged all his Streams | 
And all the: wide-ſtretched Occan was her. 7 hames. 
Thus our Fore-Fathers Fought, Thus bravely bled, 
Thus ll chey live, whit we alive are dead ; 


Such Acts they. did that; Rowe.and-Cſar: too, 


Might Envy thoſgggghom once they did ſubduc. 
We're not their off-fpring, ſure our-Heralds Lic, 
But Born we know.not.how, asnow we Die; 
Their precious Blood we could not yenturethus: 
Some Cadmmus ſure faw'd Serpents tecth for us; 
We could nor clſc by mutual Fury. fall, 
Whulſt Rhine and Sequarn for our Arnues call: 
Chuſe War or Pcacc, you have a Prince you know, 
As fit fox both, as both arc, fic. for you. — 
Furious as Lightning when Wars Tempelit came, 
Bur Calm.in Peace, Calm as a Lambent Flame. 

_ Haye you torgax thoſe happy years of lare, , 


That ſaw nought 4ll, but us that; were Ingrates 
w o 


i 


£9) 
Sulfffeirsa5 if Earths port Rierf@ Ta dHcen, 
"And tharbld'Serpent TimeHadCaft his Shins | 
As Glotiotly, and Gently Uid' they move; 
As the bright St that Meaſtires them above: 
Then ohelP in Bobks the: Learn'd cold miſery fee, 
And the Uricarned ne reheagghyf Miſery. 
Then happy Tames with as deep Quict Reioned, 
As in His heaverily Throne, by Death, he eaincd. 
Aid leaft this Mledfiris with his LiK&Hhonld Ceaſe, 
Heleft us Charles theMedge of fiiture Peace. 
Charles under whom. with manch ads/ no Icfs 
Than ſixteen years, we endur'd our happinets ; 
- *TilVi& k Moment, in the Norrb we find, 
A Tempeſt Conjurcd up without a Wind. 
As ſ60n the North het Kindneſs did Repent, 
Fifft the Peace-Maker, and next War ſhefenr : 
Juſt Fo#ed that now had with long Peace: forgoc 
- Og Which fde"dielt the Bngiish; which the Scor: 


Saw 


(9) 


Saw glictering/Arms-ſtune ſadly on his-facc, 


VVhil't all cheatftnghued Fdh fank dYownrapades '!.7 

No blood didthen tromthis:dark'Quarrel grow, 

It gave blubt-wounds; that bled'niot 'our:till now ! 

For Jove, who: might haveus'd:-jus — pond 

Choſe to- fall calmlyan a Galden ſbowret » 

A way we-found to Conquer, which, by none- 

Of all our thrifty Anceſtors: was known ; . 

So (trangly'Prodigabotlacerucrareg:! r | 121 1, 

VVe there buy Peace, and. here athorne buy: VVar. 
How oonld a war fo fad and barbarous plcaſe, 

But firſt by ſlandzmng thoſc bleſt days'of Prace? 

Through alb the:Excroments of. Sraes thejr!pry; .. 

Like Emp'nicks/ ©o. find;onta) Malady!; i; | 

And then with Deſperate bokdneſs they endeavor, 

Th' Ague rocurc by banging in a Feavor : 

The way 1s fureto cxpel fome all no doube;1:i: 1" 


The Plague we know, drives all, Diſcaſcs our; - | ©! 
What 


(8) TRY 

VVhat ſtrange wild fears did every Morning breed: 
Till aftrange-fancy made us-ickindeed?: 
And Cowardiſc did Valoursplacctupply, 
Likethoſe that killthemſclves for tear to dic! 
VVhac frantick Diligence in theſe Men appears, 
That fear all:Hls,' and/act o'rallther Fears? 
Thus 3nto VVar we ſcared ourſelves; and who 
But Aaron's. Sons, thatthe firſt Trumpet blew. 
Fond Men! wharknewnot'thatthey wereto keep «; / 
ForGod,and:nor forSacntice/ their Sheep. 
The Churches firſt this Murderous Doctrine ſow, 
And learn to \Kill as well -as Bury now. 
The Marble: Tombs where:our-Forc-fathers lic, 
Sweated with dreadof too much;company : 
And all their fleeping Aſhes ſhook for fear , at 
Leaſt thouſand Ghoſts ſhould come and ſhroud them 

Petitions next from every Townthey frame, v 


To be reſtorerothem fromwhom they came: : - 
3501 The 


C 99 
The ſamic ſtile all, andthe ſameſenfedoes pen; 1"; 
Alas, they allow ſer Forms.of Bayer t9 Men,” | 


Oh happy we, ut Men wouyld\ncither-hear::;--) yr 


Their ſtudied Form, nor God theirfuddenPrayer.; 
They will be-heard, . and cu abeſtuNFaG Vi. ot 
The many Headed-Rout for Juſtice crt6$-i; 11 ; 147 
They call for Blood , whigh'ihow1 cardaentall.. iT 
For Blood again, much louder than they all. / ;. ,".-- 
In ſenſle(s Clamours, and.confuled Noiſe 4 riect 914 
VVe loſt that rare, and yet unconquer'd Voge :;i-- 
So when theacred 7 bracianLyre was drown'd,;., ,'- 
In the Biſtonian VVomens mixed ſound: . | 
The wondring Scones,; thatcame before to Wa iT 
Forgot themſclyes, and turn'd-tus Murdeters there: 
The fame loud Storm, blew theGrave Mitre down 


It blew downghat, and with it ſhook the Crown. .. . 1, 


I 


Then(filt aStete,, without a Chirch begun! | 12971 


Comtorrt thy (clt dear Churcb,) tor then; tas Wau 
| C: The 


C 40. ) 
The {ate rear Storiy;; to Seapreat Mary drove, 
The Se#ebuld fiatfchdancerons Tempelts move. + 
The ſamedrwove Chavlts ito theNorth, and then 
Woufd Readilierifarhave driven him back agen. 
To fly fronyKGiftof Thwrniltsis 10 ſhame ;/ 
Ne'r will thetAfmies force them rothe ſatne : 
They 6l'tis:Catles ; all his Towns invade, 
He's alarse Priſoner in all £xcland made ! 
He muſt abr paſs to Mehnds weepine Shore, 
The Wounds theſe Surgeons make mult yield them 
He muff hor conquer his lewd Rebels there, (more : 
Leaſt he ſhouldlearn by that todo it here. 
The Je# thity fabje& next to their command , 
The S4tha Crowns out Kings andall their Land. 
Thins podr they leave him, their baſe Pride' and Scorn, 
As poor 8theſe, row mighty Men, were born. 
When firwivhe whole Atmies meet in Chark's Right, | 
HOWhO/Mari knows; bat here they arc and Fight. 


Gy 


Ct) 

A Man would ſwear that faw this altered State, ;/ ;-1/ 
Kings were called Gods, becauſe they could Create!.. 
Vain Men; *us Heaven this firſt Aflftance brings, i1'#/ 
Theiſame is Lord of Hoſts , that's King of Kings. ; | 
Had Men forſook him, Angels from above. 
(The Afdyrian did eſs their Juſtiee move). | ,: 114 
Would all have maſtered m1 his Righteous And, |. 10J 
And Thunder again yourCannonwouldhaveplay'd;: 
It needs not ſo, for Mandcfires tonight . * rod 
Abuſed:Mankind, and wretchesyou mutt fight..  - 

Worſter ir avs, and emeenbled prekevions;- + + 
Too well cheIlls of Civil Warſheknew, | 
Twice did-the Flames of old 'her Towers T_T Yi 
Twice call d the in yain for her pwn Severn s Aid. 
Here frik-the Rebel Winds begante roar, 
Brake loote-from the juſt Ferters which they bore. 


' Here Mutinous Wavesabovcishcirſhoredid ſwell, 


And the firſt Storma of that Dire Wunter fell. i 
C 2 But 


—{ﬀ__ ww At. en. 


( (12: P 
But whitherxo greatBrethren once appearcd 
Anditicir btipheHeads like Zea's off:f pring rear'd, 
WhertibleSeatealining Sons , from Jove were ſpied, 
TheWintids 4llfed,/ the! Waves all ſunk and died! 
How foughtpreat Rapert, wich what Rage and Skill 
Enough to have Goriqueredhad his Cauſe/becnill! 
ComeclyToavgMiay} andytchis dreadful fight, | 
The RebdsBlobd to theirfaine Hears does fri ghe. 
In vainalaſs ic feeksſowealkdtefercey! . 
For hiskeeh SW6rd britsitagain from thence : 
Yet grieveſhtetheliairaletherice ho bore; 
Alaſs poor Prince2theyU fGghvwith him no more. 
His Verttiowillibe edi pled with too much Fame, 
Hencefd#th hewill forConquer; burhis Name: 
Here —— withtaitited Blood the/Field did ſtain, 
By his own Sactiledge;and's Countreys Curſes ſlain. 
The firſt Comminder:did Heavens Vengeance ſhew; 
And led cheiRebelsVanto ſhades below. 


On 


L 


cd, 


C3) 

' On two fair Hills both Arnues next are ſeen, 
The affrighted Valley ſighs and fweats between; 
Here Angels did, with fair Expectance ſtay, 
And wiſh'd good things to a King as mild as they 
There Fiends with hunger waiting did abide, 
And Curſed both, but ſpurr'd onthe guilty fide. 
Fecre ſtood Religion, her looks: gently ſage, 
Aged, but much more comely for her Age! 
There Schiſm Old Hagg, tho' ſeeming young appears, 
As Snakes by caſting skins, Renew their years 
Undecent Rags of ſeveral Dics ſhe wore; 
Andinher hand torn Litzretes ſhe bore. 
Here Loyalty an humble Croſs diſplay'd, . 
And ſtill as Chartes paſs'd by,ſhe bow'dand pray'd... 
Sedition. there. her Crunſon Banner ſpreads, 
Shakes all her Hands, and roars with all her Heads. 
Her knotty Hairs were with dire Serpents twiſt, | 


And cycry.Serpent at eachother hiſt, | 
Pere 


(14) 
Here ſtood White 7ruth,and her own Hoſt does bleſs, 
Clad wich thoſe Armesof Proof her Nakedneſs, 
There Perfrrieshke Cannons roar aloud, 
And Lies flewtluck, like Cannons \moaky Cloud. 
Here Learning and th Arts 1mct, as nauch they fear'd 
As when the. Hunnsof old and Goths appcar'd. 
What ſhould they do, unaptthemſclyes to fight, 
"They pronuſed noble Pensthe Acts to write. 
There {gzorance advanced,and joy'd to fpy 
So many chat durſt fightthey know not why. 
From thoſe, who moſtrhe ſow-ſoul'd Monks diſdain, 
From thoſe ſhe hopes the Mozts dull Age again, 
Here Mercy waits wath ſad but gentle look, 
Never alaſs had ſheher Charles forfook ! 
For Mercy on herFriends, to.Heawen ſhe cries, 
Whulſt Z#ftice pulls down Vengeance from the Skies. 
Oppreſſion there, Rapize and Murder ftood 
Ready as was the Ficld trodnnk their Blood. 


(15) 

A thouſand wronged Spirits amongſt them moan'd, 
And thrice rhe Ghoft of nughty Strafford groan'd. 

Now flew their Cannonthick through wounded Air, 
Sent to defend, and kill char Soycraignthere. 
More than he them, the Bullets feared his Head, 
And athis Feet lay innocently Dead. 
They knew not whatthoſe Menthat ſentthem meant, 
Andaced their pretence not their intent. 

This was the Day, this the firſt Day that ſhew'd 

How much to Charles for our long Peace we ow'd: 
By his Skill here, and Spirit we underſtood, 
From War naught kept him but his Countries good... 
In his great Looks; what chearful Anger ſhone, 
Sad War, and joytul Triumphs mixed in one. 
In thc ſame Beams of his Majeſtick Eyc, 
L:15 own Men Life, his Foes did Death eſpy.- 
Great Rapert this, that Wing great Willmort leads, 


White-fcarhered Conqueſt, flies o'r both A—_— 
They 


£B Y 
+ + 


<(G) 


Th The charge, as if alone, they'd beatthe Foe 


- Whether their Troops followed themup or no. 
They follow cloſe and haſte into the fight, 


2 As (wift asſtraitthe Rebels make their flight. 

q So Gwiftthe Muſcreants fly, as1t cach fear 
# And jealouſic they tramed, had mct them here. 
They-heard Wars Muſick, and away they flew, 


The Trumpetsfright worſe than the Organs do. 
Their Soul which till, new by-ways doinyenr, 


Outar their wounded Backs perverſly went. 


Purſue no more, ye Noble Vidtors (lay , 

Leaſt roo much Conqueſt loſe ſo brave a day : 
For ſtill the Battail ſounds bchind, and Fate 

Wil not giveall ; but ſets us here a Rate: 

Too deara rate ſhe ſets, and we mult pay 

One honeſt Man, for tenſuch Knaves as they. 
Streams of Blackrtainted Bloodthe Ficld beſmear, 


Bur pure well colourcd drops ſhinc here and there: 
They 


(17) 
They ſcorn to: mix with flouds of baſer veines , 
Juſt as the nobler moiſture, Oyl diſdains. 
Thus fearleſs Lindſey, thus bold Aubieny, 
Amid'{t the Corps of ſlaughtered Rebelslie : 
Morc honourably then —— ce'r was found , 
With troops of living Traytors circled round. 
Reſt yaliant Souls1n peace, ye facred pair, 
And all whoſc Deaths attended on you there: 
You'r kindly welcomed to Heavens peacetul coaſt , 
By all the revercnd Martyrs Noble Hoſt. 
Your ſoaring Soulsthey meet with triumph, all 
Lcd by grcat Stephen their old General. 
Go — — now preter thy flouriſhing State, 
Above thoſe murdered Heroes dolctul fate. 
Enjoy that hte which thou durſc baſely ſave, 
And thought'it a Saw-pit nobler than a Grave, 
Thus many faved themſclycs, and Night the reſt, 


Night that agrees with their dark Actions bcſc. 


(18) 
A difmal ſthade did Heavers fad Face o'r flow, 
Dark as the night, lain Rebels found below. 
No gentle Stars their cheartul Glortes rear'd, 
Aſhamedrhey were at what was done, and fear'd 
Leaſt wicked Men their bold excuſe ſhould frame 
From ſome ſtrange Influence, and ſo yail their ſhame. 
To Duty thus, Order and Law incline , 
They whone'r Err from one eternal Line. 
As juftthe Ruin of theſe Men they thought, 
As Siſera's was, 'gainſr whom themſelves had fought. 
Sull they Rebellions ends remember well 
Since Lucifer the Great , their ſhining Captain fell. 
Forthusthe Bells they ring, and notin vain, 
Well nught they all ring out for thouſands ſlain. 
For this the Bonehres, their glad Lightneſs ſpread, 
When Funeral Flames might more befit their dead. 
For this-with ſolemn thanks they tire their God, 


And whilft-they feel it, mock th' Almightics Rod. 
They 


(19) 
They proudly now abuſe his Juſtice more , 
Than his long Mercics they abu'sd before. 
Yet theſe the Men that true Religion boaſt, 
The Pure and Holy, Holy, Holy, Hoſt ! 
Whar great reward forſo much Zeal isgiven{(Heaven. 
Why, Heaven hasthank'd them finceas they thank'd 
Witneſs thou Brainford, fay thou Ancient Town, 
How many in thy Streets fell grovelling down. 
Witneſs the Red Coats weltering intheir Gore, 
And dicd ancw into the Name they .bore. 
Witneſs their Men blowed up into the Air, 
All Elements their Ruins joyed to ſhare. 
Inthewide Air quick Flames their Bodies tore, 
Then drown'din Waves,thei'r toſt by Wavesto ſhore. 
Witneſs thou 7hames, thou waſt amazed to ſee 
Men madly run to fave themſelves inthee. 
In vain, tor Rebels Lives thou woulſt not ſave, 


And downthey ſunk beneath thy conquering Wave. 
D 2 Good 


Good reverend Thames, the beſt beloved of all : 
Thoſe noble Blood , that mcet at Neptwne's Hall , 


London's proud Towers, which do thy Head adorn, 


Arc not thy Glory now, but Grict and Scorn. 
Thou gricycitto ſecthe IWhite named Palace ſhine, 
Without the Bcams of it's own Lord and thine : 
Thy Lord which 1s to all as good and free, 

As thou kind Flood to thine own Banks can vec. 
How does thy peacctul Back difdain to bcar 
TheRebelsbufic Pride at We/tmin/ter. 

Thou who thy (cltdocſt wiuhourmurmuring pay 
Ercrnal Tribute to thy. Prince the Sca. 

To Oxford next Great Charles in Triumph came, 
Oxford the British Muſes ſecond Fame. 
HereLearning with ſome Stare and Reyerence looks, 
And dwells in Buildings laſtingas her Books ; 

Both now Eternal, but they had Aſhes been, 


Had theſc Religious Vandals once gotin. ' 
Not 


(21) 
+ Not Bodley's Noble Work their Rage would ſpare, 
For Books they know the chief Malignaiits are. 
1, In vainthey ſilence every Age bctore, 
For Pens of Time to come will wound them more. 
The Temples decent Wealth, and modeſt Srate, 
Had ſuffered, this their Avarice, that their Hate. 
Beggary and Scorn into che Church they'd bring; 
And make Gol Glorious, as they madethe King, 
O happy Town, thatto Loy'd Charles's Siohr, 
In thoſe ſad Times grvelt Safety and Dchight. 
The Fare which Civil War tt ſelfdorh bleſs, 
Scarce wouldtt thou change; for Peace this happincſs. 
Amidſt all che Joys which Heaven allows thee here, 
Think on thy Sifter, andcheh ſheda ear. 
ks, Whac Fights did this fad Winterſee each day, 
Her Winds and Storms came notfothuck as they! 
Yer naughe theſe far loſt Rebels could reca!!, 


Not Marlborough's nor Cirenceſter's ta;l. 
ot | It 


(C22) 

Yet ſtill for Peace the gentle Conqueror ſucs, 

By his Wraththey Perih , yet is Loverctuſc, 
Nor yetisthe plain Leflon underſtood, 

Writ by kind Heaven, in B — and H's — Blood. 
Chad and his Church ſaw wheretheir Encmy lay, 
And with juſtRed, new marked thar Holy day. 


Fond Men, this Blow the injured Croſcer ſtrook , 


Naught was more fit to periſh but thy Book. 
Such fatalVengcance did wronged Charlegrove ſhew, 
Where — — both begunand ended to. 

His curſed Rebellton, where lus Soul's repaid 

With ſeparation, grcat as that he made. 

—— Wholc Spirit moved o'r this mighty Frame, 
O'th BrittiſhIfle, and out this Chaos came. 

—— The Man that caught Contuſions Arr, 

His Treaſons reſtlefs and yet noifleſs Heart, 

His Active Brain, Iike Aitra's Topappear'd , 


Where Treaſon's forged, yctno noiſe outward heard. 
| "I was 


(23) 

*Twas he continued what c'r bold M — fad, 
Andall the popular noiſe that P — hasmade. 
'Twas he that taught the Zealous Rout to riſe, 
And be his Slaves for ſome feigned Liberes. 
Him for this Black Deſign, Hell thoughtmoſt fir, 
Ah! wretched Man, curſed by too good a Wrr. 

If not all this your ſtubborn Hearts can fright, 
Think on the Weſt , think on the Cornish nught : 
The Saxon Fury, to that far ſtretch'd place, 
Drovethe torn Reliques of great Brutzs Race. 
Here they of old, didin long fafery lie, 
Compaſled with Seas, and a worſe Enemy. 
Ne'r till this time, ne'r did they meet with Foes 
More Cruel and more Barbarous than thoſe. 
Ye noble Brittains, who ſo oft with Blood 
. Of Pagan Hoſts, have died old Tamar's Flood. 
It any drop of mighty Uther ſtill, 


Or Vther's mighty'r Son your Veins does fill. 
Shew 


(24) 
Shew thefithae Spirit], till all Men think by you 
Thedoubtful Tales of your great Artkur true. 
You haveſhewnit Britains, and haye oftendone 
Things that have cheared the weary ſetting Sun. 
Againdid Zamar your'dread Arms bchold, 
As juſt and. as ſucce(stu] asthe Old: 
It fied the Corrish Banks, and vow'dto bring 
His richeſt Waves to feed the enſuing Spring ; 
But murmur'dfſadly, and almoſt deny*d 
All fruitful Moiſture tothe Pewor fide. 
YeSons of War, by whoſc bold Acts we fcc 
How great a thung exalted Man may be; 
The World remains your Debtor, thatasYct 
Ye have not allgone torth and conque: edit. 
I knew thatFatc ſome wonders for you meant, 
When matchlc(s Hopron to your Coalts ſhe {cat. R 


Hopton ! ſo wiſe, heneeds not Fortuncs Aid , 


So fortunate his Wiſdom's uſcleſs made. 
Should 


. (259) 
Should his ſo often trycd Companions tail, 
His Spirit, alone, and Courage would preyail. - 
Miraculous Man\ how would Iſing ch y praiſe, 
Had.any Muſe crowned me with half the Bays 
Conqueſt hath given to thee; and nextthy Name 
Should Berkly, Stanning, Digby preſsto Fame. 
Godolphinthee, thee Greenvil I'd rchearſe, 
But Tcars.break oft my Verle, 
How oft has vanquiſhed Stamford backward fled, 
Swift as the parted Souls of thoſe he led! 
How few did his huge Multtudes defeat, 
For moſt arc Ciphers whenthe Number's great. 
Numbers alaſsof Men, that made no more, 
Than he himſelf Ten Thouſand times told o'r. 
Who hears of Stratton Fight, butmuſt confels 
All that he heard or read before was leſs. 
Sad Germany can no ſuch Trophy boaſt, 


For all the Blood theſe-twenty years ſh' has loſt: 


[ Vaſt 


Vaſt ter, , and their Arms were more 
Thanth' Hoſt of Hundred-handed Gyants bore. 
So ſtrong ther Arms, 1tdid almoſt appear 
Secure, had neither Arms nor Mcn beentherc. 
In Hpton breaks, inbreaksthe Cornish Powers, 
Few and ſcarce Arm'd', yet wasthe advantage ours. ' 
What doubts could be,therr outward ftrengrhto win, 
Whenwe bore Arms and Magazine within. 
Thewiolant Swords out-did the Muskets ire, 
It ſtrook theBones, and there gave dreadful fire : 
We ſcorned:thetr Thunder and the reaking Blade, 

. A thicker Smoakthan all cher Cannon made. 
Death andloud 7rumults fill'd the place around; 
With fruxtleſs rage; fallen Rebels bite the Ground, 
The Arms we. gaind, were Wealth, Bodies, ofthe Foe, 
All chat a full fraught Yiforycan beſtow. . , 
Yer ſtays not Hoptonthus, bur ſtill proceeds , 
Purſues hum(clfchrough all his glorious deeds, . 
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VVith 


(27) 
VVith Hertford, and the Princehe zoyns his fate, 
The Belgian Trophies on their journey wat. 
The Prince whooft had check'd proud W— fame. 
And fool'd that flying Conquerozrs empty name: 
Till by his loſs thar fertile Monſter thriy'd, 
urs. This Serpent cutin parts rejoyn'd andliy'd. 
vin, It liv'd and would have ſtung us deeper yet, 
But that bold Greenzil its whole fury met. 
He ſold like Decizs his devoted Breath, 
And left the Common-Wealth Herr to lus Death. 
Hail nughty Ghoſt! look from on high and fee 
How much our Hands and Swords rememberthce. 
At Roundway Heath, our Rage at thy great fall, 
Whet all our Spirits and made us Greenzsls all. 
ce, One thouſand Horſe bear all their numerous power ; 
Bleſs me! and where was then their C onqueror | - ( 


Cowardot Fame , he flies in haſte away , 


Men, Arms, and Name keayes usthe Vitors Prey. * 
F E 2 VVhat 


(29 
What meant thoſe Iron Regiments which he brought, 
Thar moving Statues ſcent and o they fought. 
No way for Death but by Diſeaſcappear'd , 
Cannon and Mines a Siege they ſcarcely fearcd : 
;Till 'gainſtall hopes they prov'd inthus fad fight , 
| Too weak tooſtand, and yet too flow for fight. 
The Furics hout daloud through crembling Air, 
Th aſtoniſh'd Snakes fell ſadly trom their Hair , 
To Lud's proud Towntheir haſty flight they took, 
The Towers and Temples attheir entrance ſhook: 
In vain their Loſs the' attempred to difguitc, 
And muſtredupnew Troops of fruitleſs hes.: 
God fought himſelf, nor could th* event be leſs, 
Bright Conqueſt. walks che Ficlds in all her drefs. 
Could this white day aGift more gratctul bring : 
Ohyecs! it. brought ble(&d Maryto the King ! 
In Keynton Field they met, at oncethey view 


Thewr ftoxmer Victory and enjoy anew. 
oe Keynton 


1ght, 


(29 Y 
Keynton the Place that Fortune did approve, 
To be the noble/t Scene ot War and. Love ; 
Through the Glad vail, Ten thoufand Cpids fled 
And Chas'd the wandring ſpirits of Rebels dead, 
Still the lewd ſcent of Powder did they: fear, 
And ſcatter'd Eaflern ſmells through allthe Air. 
Look happy Mount, look well, for this is the, 
That Toyl'd and Travel'd for thy Victory, 
Thy flouriſhing Head to her with reycrence bow, 
To herthou owelt that Fame which Crownstheenow. 
From tar ſtretchtShoresthey felt her ſpirit, and might: 
Princes and God at any diſtance fight. 
At her return well nughe ſh' a Conqueſt have, 
Whoſe very abſence ſuch a Conquelt gaye.; / 
This inthe Weſt, nor did the North beſtow. 
Leſs Cauſe their uſual gratirude to ſhow ; 
With mughot ſtare brayc Cazerdish ledrhem fon, 


As ſwift and fierce as tempeſt tromthe North, | 1c! | 
C avendish 


(350) 
Cavendish whom every Grace and every Muſe, 
Kiſs'd at his Birth ; and for their own did chuſe : 
SO bood a Wit they meant not ſhould excel 
In Arms, but now they ſee't and like it well: 
So large 1sthat rich Empireof his heart, 
Well may they reſt contented with a Parr ; 
How ſooh he forc'd the Northern Clouds to fight, 
And ſtruck Confaſion to Form and Light! 
Scarce did the Power Divine infewer days, 
A peaceful World outof a Chaos raiſe. 
Bradford and Leeds propt up their ſinking fame, 
They bragg'd of Hoſts, and Fairfax wasa name. 
| Leeds, Bradford FairfaxPowers are ſtrait their own, 
As quickly as they vote Men overthrown, 
Bootes from his Wain look'd down below, 
And ſaw our Victory move nothalfſo flow. 
I ſec theGallant Earl break thronghthe Foes, 
In Duſtand Swearhow glortouſly he ſhows. 


—_— 


(31) 
I ſee him lead the Pikes; What will he da? 
Defend him Heaven, Oh whither will he go ? 
Up tothe Cannons mouth he leads! in vain 


| They ſpcakloud Death and threaten till they'rta'ne. 
' SoCapaneu's two Armies fill'd with Wonder, 


When he charged Fove & grappled with his Thunder. 
Both Hoſts with ſilence, and with terror ſhook, 


: Asit nothe, butthey were thunder-{trook: 
' The Conrage here, and Boldneſs was no lels, 
| Onely the Cayſe was better and Succeſs. 


Heaven will let naught be by their Cannon done, 
Since at Edghil they {in'd and Burlington. 

Go now your /illy Calamnies repeat , 

And make all Papifts whom you cannot beax; (vext, 


| Lerthe World know ſome way, with whom you arc 
| And vote 'em 7urks when they overthrow you next. 


Why will you die fond Men, why will you buy 
Ar tus fond rate; your Countreys {layery ? 
Is liberty ! what arc thoſe threats we hear, , 


Why 


C 


(n}- q 
Why do you thus th*0Id arid New! Priſon fill: | 
When that's the onely why;becauſcyouwill? | 
Fain would you'make God-too thus tyranous be, 
And damn poor Men by ſuch a:ſtiff Decree : 

Is property? why: doſichnumbers then, 

From God beg! Vengeance and Relief from Men? 
Why are the Eftatesand Good's ſciz'd on of all 
Whom Covetousor Malicious Men miſcall 

What's more ourown thanotir own Lives? But oh 
Could Yeomanr's,. or could Boxrchier find it (0? 

The Barbarons Coward alway's uſedto fly, 

Did know noother way toſcemendic. 

Or is't Religion? What thenmean your Lics 
YourSacnledgesand Pulp Blaſphenues, 

Why arcall Se#'s:{crlovſe, that crc had Birth, 
Since Luther's noiſe wak'dthe Lerhareich Earth, 


The Author ment no\further, 


